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Zmal back with his fing
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He met Zmal
thrust him back.

“It I8 & message—res?™ asked Oscnr

“It Is my tlarted the big fel
low. 1 mean no harm to you.'

“It was yon that tried the knife on
my bady. It Is much quieter than
shooting. You have the knife—yes?"’

The little soldier whipped out his re
volver,

“In which pocket 1s the business car
ried? A letrer unloubtedls. They do
not trust swine to carry words. Ah!™

Oscar dropped below the wall as
Zmal struck at him. When he looked
up & moment later the Servian was
running back over the meadow toward
the sheepfold. Oscar, angry at the
ease with which the Servian had evad-
el him, leaped the wall and set off
after the big fellow. He was quite sure
that the man bore a written message
and equally sure that it must be of im
portance to hls employer. He clutched

closer to the

Claiborne house,

extended near

prompuy

quite

and again

affulr,"”

his revolver tight, brounght up his el
bows for grenter ease in ranning and
sped after Zmal, now a blur on the
starlighted sheep pasture.

The slope was graduan! and a pretty
feature of the landscepe by day, but it
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ever their wildered advance guard
and plunged headlong nto the gras
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(Oscars hands
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pulling the bhat
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close upon his ears, and off came the
hat and with It a blood stalned envel-
ope. The last sheep in the pen trooped

out and galloped toward its comrades,

Oscar, making off with the Jetter,
plunged into the rear guard of the
sheep, fell, stumbled to hls feet and

confrouted Captain Clalborne as that
geutleman In solied evening dress fum-
Lled for his lantern and swore at the
sheep in language unbecowing an offi-
cer and a gentleman. «

“It Is sheep—yest™ and Oscar started
to bolt

“Halt!"

The aunthority of the tone rang fa-
milinrly In Oscar’s ears. Ile had after
cousideral:le tribulation learned to stop
short when an officer spoke to him,
and the gentlemsns of the sheepfold
stood stralght In the starlight and
spoke like an officer.

“What are you dolug her
fired that shot?"

Osncar saluted and summoned his best
English,

“It was an accident, sir™

“Why are you running and why did
you fire? Understand you are a tres-
passer here, and 1 am golng to turn
you over to the constable.”

“There was a sheep siealer—yes?
He Is yonder by the pens, and we had
some little fighting, but be 8 not dead
-no "

At that mowent Claiborne’s eyes
caught sight of a burly figure rising
and thrashing about by the broken
pen door.

“That Is the sheep stealer,” gald Os
car, “We shall cateh hlm—yes?"

?.‘mi peered toward them nncertain
Iy for a moment, then turned abruptly
and ran toward the road. Oscar starc
ed to cut off his retreat. but Clalborne
caught the sergeant by the shoulder
and fung him back.

“Oune of you at a time! They can
turn the hounds on the other rascal
What's that you have there? Give it
to me—quick !

“It's a plece of wool"—

But Claiborne suatched the paper
from Owscar's hand and commande’

, and who

fhe man to march ashead of him to the
house, Eo over the meadow and
through the pergola they went, across
the veranda and Into the library. The
power of army discipilne was upon
vscar.  If Clalborne hind not been an
officer he wonld have run for It in the
garden.  As it was, he was taxing his
wits to find some way out of his pre
diceament e bad not the slightest
fdea to what the paper might be
He hnd risked his life (0 secure it and
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“Where Is M. Chauvenet—have you

el or In Wash
t know. 1f we

“Plague the dance! 1 heard a shot
in the [» pasture a bit ago and run
out o lind this fellow In & row with
another man, who got away.”

“l beard the shot and the dogs from
my You seem to have been
in a fuss, o, from the looks of your
clothes,” And Shirl® sat down and
smoothed her gloves with provoking
Coalneas,

Dick sent Osear to the far end of the
lHbrary with a gesture and held up the
message for Shirley to read.

“Dou’t touch It!" he exelalmed, and
when she nodded her head o slen that
she had read it be sald, speaking ear
nestly aod rapidly:

“l suppose 1 have no right to hold
this message; 1 must send the man to
the hotel telegraph office with it. But
where is Chauvenet? What is his busi-
ness In the valley? And what s the
link between Vienna and these hills?™

“Don't you know what you are doing
here " she asked, and he flushed.

“l kmow what, but not why!" he
blurted irritably. “But that's enough!™

“You know that Baron von Marhof
wants to find Mr, John Armitage, but
you don’t know
why."

*“1 have my or-
ders and I'm go-
lng to find him
if it takes ten
years.”

Shiriey nod-
ded and clasped
her fingers to-
gether. Her el-
bows resting on
the high arms of
ber chalr caused
her cloak to
flow sweepingly
away from her
shoulders. At
the end of the
room, with his back to the portieres,
stood Oscar, lmmovable. Clalborne re-
examined the message and extended it
again to Shirley.

“There’s no doubt of that being Chau-
venet's writing, is there?"

“I think not, Dick. I have had notes
from him now and then in that hand
He bas taken pains to write this with
unusual distinctness.” :

shies

window,

Bhirley nodded and
clasped her fingers
together.

80 did the curtaln back of her. A May

open. The blarred murmurs of insects

gotten by his captor, beard a soond In

time languor bad crept into the beart
of April and all the windows were

stole into the house. Oscar, balf for-

the window bebind him and a hond
touched him through the curtain.

Clalborne crumpled the paper lmpa-
tiently.

“Shirley, you are agoinst mel 1 be
lleve you have Armitage here,
and | want you to tell me what yon
know of him It is oot like you to
slilcll a scamp of nn adventurer, an
unkoown, questionable character. He
has followed you to this valley and
will involve you ia his affalrs without
the slightest compunction if he can
It's most Infamous, outrageous, and
when | find him I'm going to thrash
him within an inch of his life before
I turn bim over to Marhof!™

Shirley laughed for the first time iIn
thelr Interview nnd rose and placed her
hands on her brother’s shoulders

“Do It, Dicek! He's undoubtedly a
wicked, a terribly wicked and danger-

ous character.™

‘
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“1 tell you I'! nd bhim." he maid
tensely, putting up his hands to hers
where they rest on his shoulders,

Bhe laughed and d him, and when
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“You are a ro an Impostor”—
“We wi T that,” sald Armitage
“Where I8 your warrant for my ar
res
1t 1 be fortl fu
enough want ¥ t fersta
th i I ¥ e ETievan
gnlnst )"
1 walt 1 ftor tomor
row, f L WOrm I will oo

or wherever you say on the
omorrow.™

spoke with a dellberate
gh <lon that was n¢
( | - or a fagitive
ae sdvaticed until be faces
in the center of the it ]
stond by the window i 1 solled
Paper In her hand, ttnessed
t hange of the wen the end of

de room. It had touched her humor
0 A joke i ber brother, but
it the nllht had brought a

ould nut continue to shield

Lhom she knew nothing save

that | " the object of a curlous
ety Tue coup de theatre by which
Arwitage had takeén the place of his

servant bad amused her for a moment,
but she was vexed and angry now that
he had dared come again to the house.

“You are under arrest, Mr. Armitage,
I must detuin you here,” sald Claiborne

“In America—in free Vieginla—with-
out legal process?” asked Armitage,
lnughing

“You are a housebreaker,
enough. Shiriey, please go!™

“You were not detached from the
army to tind a housebreaker. Buat ]
will make your work easy for you—
day after tomorrow 1 will present my-
self to you wherever you say. But
now-—that cable message which my
man found in your sheep pasture is of
Importance. [ must trouble you to
read it 1o me.”

“No!" shouted Clalborne,

Armitage drew a step nearer,

“You must take my word for it that
matters of importance, of farreaching
cousequence, hang upon that message.
I must know what it is”

“You certalnly have magnificent
cheek! I am golng to take that paper
to Baron von Marhof at once.”

“Do go—but | must know first! Bar-
on von Marhof and | are on the same
side in this business, but he doesn't
understand it, and it Is clear you don't
Give me the message.”

e spoke commandingly, his wvolce
thrilling with earnestness, and jerked
out his last words with angry impa-
tience. At the same moment he and
Clatborne stepped toward each other,
with their bands clinched at thelr
sldes,

“I don't like your tone, Mr. Arml-
tage!

“1 don't like to use that tone, Captain
Clalborne.”

Shirley walked quickly to the table
and put down the message. Then, go-
ing to the door, she paused as though

that Is
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THE FRIBONER AT THE BUNGALOW.
. N Vienna, Friday?!
D._ D “There should be
[ ] great deeds, my dear
EJ jD Jules” And*M. Du-
m \D rand adjusted the wick
- gt of a smoking brss
inmp that hung suspended from the
ceiling of a room of the inn, store and
postoftice at Lamar.

“Meanwhlle, this belng but Wednes-
day, we have our work to do,”

“Which Is not so simple, after ail, as
one studies the situation. Mr. Armitage
Is bere, quite within reach. We sus-
pect him of Leing a person of distine-
tion. He evinced unusual interest {n a
certaln document that was onee In
your hands" —

“Our own bands, If you would be ac
curate™

“You are captions. DBut, granted so,
we most get thew back. The gentle
an is dwelling In & bungalow on the
1 le for greater couvenience
1 ite and woolng the
BT 8 heart's desire. We employ
M sy clown to put himm out of
the world, but he dies hard, and now
we | » got to get rld of him. But if
he hasn't the papers on his clot
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*Trust him to pass It Ilis encoun
ors with Armitage have not been to
his eradit”

e two men were dressed In rough
el w. a8 for an outing, and In splte
of the habiton] trif toue of thelr
| t b \ 1 N Wis £ -

iI's eves dnnewd with exclitement,
apd he twisted his mustache nervous
Chanvenet had gone to Washing-

1 to meet nd, to get from |}

8 of the conspirncy

, to berate him
“1 do not
ar Dorand,”™

», dearest Jules, some-

It But they had gone
n nlils amicably and
were quartersd with the postmaster
Fhey walted now for Zmal, whom

hnd sent o the Springs with a

* nnd to get Chnuvenet's mall
Armitage, they had learued, used the
Lamar telegraph otfice, and they had
deckded to carry thelr business else
where.

While they walted In the bare upper
room of the inn for Zmal the blg Ser-
vian tramped op the mountain slde
with an aching head and a heart heavy
with dread. The horse he had left tied
in a thicket when bhe plunged down
through the Clalborne place had bro-
ken free and run away, so that he
must now trudge back afoot to report
to his masters. He had made a mess
of his errands and nearly lost his life
besides. The bullet from Oscar's re-
volver had cut a peat furrow in his
scalp, which was growing sore and
StUT as It ceased bleeding. He would
undoubtedly be dealt with harshly by
Chuovenet and Durand, but he kpew
that the sooner he reported his calami-
ties the better, so he stumbled toward
Lamasr, pausing at times to clasp his
small head in his great hands. When
he passed the wild tangle that hid
Armitage's boogalow he pansed and

“Lost! Lost! They are lost™

cursed the two occupants in his own
dialect with a flerce, vile tongue. It
was near mldnight when he reached
the tavern and cllmbed the rickety
stalrway to the roomn where the two
men walted.

Chuuvenet opened the door at his ap-
proach, and they cried alond as the

the lamp light fell upon his dark, blood
smeared face.
“The letters!” snapped Chauvenet.

i
Zmal, Chauvenet flung open the door

and bawied through the house for the
innkeeper.

“Horses! Saddle our two horsesquick,
and get another if you bave to steal
it he screamed. Then he turned Into
the room to curse Zmal, while Durand
with a towel and water sought to ease
the ache In the hig fellow's bead and
cleanse his face

“So that beggarly Httle servant did
it, dld he? He stole that paper 1 had
given you, did bhe? What do you Im
agine 1 Lrought you to this country
for if you are to let two stupid fools
play with you as though you were 2
clown 7™

The Servian, on hls knees before
Durund, sulfered the torrent of abuse
meekly. He was a scoundrel, hired to
do murder, and his villfication by aop
angered employer did not greatly trou.
ble him, particulaciy since he ander

stoad little of Chauvenet's rapld Ger
man

In hall am hour Chauvenet was
aguin In a fury, le
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“We arrive quite where Mr. Armltage
chooses to land us. He In a gentleman

of resources: he has money: bhe lnughs
cheerfully at misadventures; he has
had y watched by the shrewds

eye rope, and you are consldened

a hard o keep track of, my o
Durand. And not Important, b
hias touight snatched awny that it

cablegram that was the signal to Win
kelried to go anbhead. He is a very
noying and vexatious person, thils
mit Even Zmnl, whose knlfe 1
himm a terror In Servia, seems unable to

AP

“And the falr daughter of the wval
loy™

“Pisht

We are not discussing 1w
young lady.”

“l can understand how unplensant
the subject must be to you, my dear
Jules. What do you Imagine ghe knows
of M. Armitage? If be Is the man wi
think he s, and a possible helr to a
great throne, It would be lmpossible

for her to marry him.*™

“Ills tastes are democratle.
tana he is quite popular

Durand flung away Lls clgarette and
Inughed suddenly.

“Has It oceurredd to you that
whole affair s decidedly amusing?
Here we are In one of the free Amer!
can states about to turn a eard thar
will dethroge a king if we are lucky
And here Is a man we are trring to get
out of the way—a man we might make
king If he were not a fool! In Amerl
cal It touches my sensye of humor, my
dear Jules!™

An exclamation from Zmnl arrested
them, The Servian jerked up bis horse,
end they were instantly nt his side
They had reached a point near the
bunting preserve in the maln highway
It was about half past 1 o'clock, an
hour at which Virginia mountain
roads are u=ually free of travelers.
and they kad been sending thelr horses
along ns briskly as the uneven romds
and the pace of Zmal's laggard beast
permitted.

The beat of a horse’s hoofs could be
heard quite distinetly in the road
ahead of them. The road tended
downward, and the straln of the as
cent was marked In the approaching
animal’s walk. In a moment the three
men heard the horse’s quick snort of
satisfaction as 1t reached levelor
ground. Then, scenting the other ani
mals, it threw up its head and nelghed
shrilly.

In the dusk of starlight Durand saw
Zmal dismount and feit the Servian's
blg, rough hand touch his in passing
the bridle of his horse.

“Walt!" said the Bervian.

The horse of the unknown paused.

In Mon

this

A man's deep volce encouraged

him In low tones. The horses of

Chauvenet's party danced sbout rest

lessly, responsive to the nervousness

of the strange beast Lefore them.
“Who goes there?"

bridfle of the stranger's horse., The
horseman struggled In Zmal's great
arms, and his beast plllim wildiy.
No words passed. The rider bad kick-
ed his feet out of the stirrups and
gripped the horse hord with bis legs
His arms were flung up to protect his
head.' over which Zmal tried to force
the sack.

“The knife?" bawied the Servian. &

“No!" answered Chauvenet,

“The devill™ yelled the rider. and
dug his spurs Into the rearing beast's
tlanks,

Chauvenet held on valiantly with
both hands to the horse's head. Once
the frightencd beast swung him clear
of the ground. A few yards distant
Durand sat on hls own horse and held
the bridles of the others. He soothed
the restless anlmals Iin low tones, the
light of his cignrette shaking oddly In
the dark with the movement of his
lips.

The horse censed to plunge.
held Its rider erect with

Zmad
his jeft ariy

while the right drew the =sack down
over the lead and shoulders of the
prisoner.

“Tie him,” sald Chauvenetl, and Zmai
buckled a strap about the man's arms
and bound them tight

The dust in the bag caused the man

Inslde to cough, but save for the one

exclamation he had pot spoken

Chauvenet and nd conferred in

low tones while drew ot u

tether strap and d It to the curb
aptive's horse
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“Are you sure of the man, my dear

Ju

“Umnidloubtedly. 1 didn’t get n square
o R T but he's a genltieman by
the quality of his clothes. He Is the
s o lid It ¥ not a plow hotse,

They started, Zmal riding beside the
captive.
but

A thoroughbred le's riding.
tUemen of the

The
valley are lo their

“Would that we were In ours! The
spring ulghts are cold in these hills!™

“The work 18 nearly done. The littie
soldier 18 yet to reckon with. But we
are three, and Zmat did quite well
with the potato sack.”™

Chauvenet rode ahead and addressed
a few words to Zmal

“The little man must be found be-
fore we flulsh. There must be no mis-
take about it.*

They exercised greater caution as
they drew nearer the wood that con-
cealed the bungalow, and Chauvenet
dizmounted, opened the gate and sel o
stone aguninst it to Insure a ready
egress. Then they walked thelr horses
up the driveway.

Admouished by Chauvenet, Durand
threw away his clgarette with a sigh.

“You are convinced this is the wise
course, dearest Jules?"

“Be qulet and keep your eyes open.
There's the house.™

He halted the party, dismounted and
crept forward to the bungalow. He
circled the veranda, found the bilnds
open and peered Into the long lounging
rootn, where a few embers smoldered
lan the broad fireplace and an ofl lamp
shed a falot light, One man they held
captive; the other was not In sight
Chauvenet's courage rose at the pros-
pect of easy victory, He tried the door,
found It unfastened and, with his re-
volver ready in his hand, threw it open.
Then he walked slowly toward the ta-
ble, turned the wick of the lamp high
and surveyed the room carefully., The
doors of the rooms that opened from
the apartment stood ajar. He followed
the wall cautiously, kicked them open.
peered iuto the room where Armitage's
things were scattered about and found
his iron bed empty. Then be walked
quickly to the veranda and summoned
the others.




